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Summary: Voldemort ' s possession had done more than just cause both of 
them pain. It had unleashed something not dissimilar to Voldemort: 
Kira. But would Kira be the same if one were to combine Harry Potter 
with Raito Yagami? A Raito-is-Harry story with a twist, as one 
conciousness will not overpower the other. 


1 . Chapter 1 

_I ' ve been on a Death Note binge for a while. One of the stories I 
stumbled upon was this idea that Raito/ Light was reincarnated as 
Harry with a young Harry becoming a copy of Light. Though Light is 
somewhat of a psychopath at the end (and not only at the end) , I do 
believe he could fit into this idea (as you can read below) , but I do 
not believe that Harry Potter would disappear. For that reason I 
decided to combine the two after Harry's fifth year._ 

_* *Summary : * * Voldemort ' s possession had done more than just cause 
both of them pain. It had unleashed something not dissimilar to 
Voldemort: Kira. But would Kira be the same if one were to combine 
Harry Potter with Raito Yagami? a Raito-is-Harry story with a 
twist ._ 

_* *Disclaimer : * * as always, I don't own the rights. _ 

_Nature versus nurture is a theory about the idea that people from 
the same genetic material (think identical twins) will be different 
when raised in different circumstances . Therefore, it is not only 
your genetic make-up that determines the way you become and 
are ._ 

_En joy !_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>By God, it hurt. His scar felt as if it was tearing open and his 



head felt like it was splitting apart. But there was nothing he could 
do, he couldn't even shout out or whimper . <br>And then something 
_did_ tear inside of his head and he screamed soundlessly, unheard by 
everyone around him. 

_He stared down in slight disbelief, even as his hand came up to 
press firmly against one of the leaking wounds. He had been shot. 

He , the God of the New World. He looked up towards the one who 

shot him, and a feeling of betrayal went through him._ 

There was nothing he could do but writhe on the floor in pain as 
Voldemort told Dumbledore to kill him. And he just wished Dumbledore 
would listen to the taunts and end this torturous pain. At least then 
he could see his parents again. And Sirius. 

_He was bleeding to death. His name probably already written down in 
the book held by Ryuk . A sense of failure went through him as he felt 
himself grow weaker. After everything he had done, after everything 
he had given, he still hadn't reached his goal of creating a better 
world ._ 

_It didn't take long before everything turned black. Kira had 
lost ._ 

Warmth spread through him at the thought of seeing his loves ones 
again. And with the warmth, the pain caused by the possession left 
him rather abruptly until only a mild headache remained. A mild 
headache, and a strong sense of confusion and of being unsure of his 
own identity. For whatever it had been that had teared inside his own 
head had opened an entire different existence, filled with memories 
from another person or another life. 

He watched on silently as Voldemort fled and he obeyed instantly as 
Dumbledore pushed the portkey into his hands that brought him back to 
Hogwarts, too out of it to fully apprehend what was going on around 
him. He was, after all, far too busy dealing with the fact that 
something was no longer right. 

**o0o** 

He was no longer sure who he was. He wasn't Raito Yagami a€" or the 
other way around a€", the brilliant Japanese student with a strategic 
mind fast enough to think up solutions for every single problem, the 
genius with a guarded personality hidden behind a nonchalant mask, 
the serial killer extraordinaire who wanted to improve the world, 
_Kira_ with the diabolic mastermind. Raito Yagami had been killed in 
that warehouse sometime a€" confusingly enough a€" in the 
future . 

But he was also no longer Harry Potter, _just_ Harry who wanted to be 
ordinary enough to be loved like Dudley, the Boy-Who-Lived who 
sometimes wished he hadn't, the Gryffindor who carelessly stated what 
he thought, the Parselmouth who couldn't keep out of trouble even if 
he tried, the Chosen One who would have to become a murderer. Though 
most of that evening had become nothing but one vague memory, he did 
remember the prophecy he had been told and he did remember how _he_ 
was the only one who could apparently defeat Voldemort. 


But of he was no longer Harry Potter, and he was no longer Raito 
Yagami, than who was he? 



His body still looked like Harry Potter; the same messy dark brown 
hair, the same green eyes, the same scar, the same knobbly knees, the 
same short stature, Caucasian. He looked nothing like the tall, 
handsome, lightly tanned, Japanese form of Raito Yagami. Did that 
make him Harry Potter? 

>But Raito Yagami had lived a longer life than Harry Potter had. Did 
that make him Raito Yagami?<p> 

Or was he both? Raito Yagami had wanted to create a new, better world 
without crime. Harry Potter wanted to save innocents from being 
killed by Voldemort. Raito had been bored and given the means, Harry 
had been forced into the role but had accepted it when he had been 
told that he was a wizard. Fundamentally, they both wanted the same. 
Both had been given power. Raito however, had turned into a 
psychopath who killed everyone in the way of his goals. Harry had 
supressed part of himself to become something others believed he 
should be. 

But they _did_ share some characterist ics . They shared a sense of 
justice. They shared the feeling that _they_ were the only ones 
capable of acting. They shared the will to give everything to reach 
their goal. They both greatly disliked losing, because losing meant 
not just that someone else was better; losing meant death. 

No, he was no longer Raito Yagami, nor was he Harry Potter. But he 
could become the best of both and reach both goals: defeat Voldemort 
and create a better wizarding world. 

* *oOoOoOo* * 

Harry had changed. She knew this for sure. 

Some of the changes were visible, his marks had become higher and he 
no longer turned towards her for help. His uniform was still the same 
but he kept it far more neat than before. He was far more confident 
and it reflected in the way he acted and walked. He talked 
differently, more eloquently; the words he used were more difficult. 
He had also become more ruthless, his mind set had changed from 'to 
take them out' to 'to make sure they don't get up again' . And he had 
become mo- 

"Checkmate, " her thoughts were interrupted by the confident tone of 
voice of one of her best friends. But it was not something she was 
used to hearing from said aforementioned best friend. 

"How did you do that?" Ron nearly whined. He was not used to the fact 
that Harry could suddenly _win_ a chess match played against him. 

>But Harry just leaned back into his chair, his legs crossed almost 
elegantly and a confident near-smirk on his face.<p> 

Yes, her best friend had changed. Sometimes he still acted as the boy 
she had known for five years. But other times he had become a near 
stranger. His words cynical and hard, his mind calculative and 
dangerous, his way of acting ruthless and deadly. 

She had asked him about the changes once, a while ago. He had just 
stared at her, his green eyes sharp and searching for something in 
her eyes only he could see, before he had answered. 



>"Sirius' death had been an accident, and he will be missed," he had 
stated softly, "but he wouldn't have died if I had had all the 
information. If studying a bit harder, if reading a bit more, if 
asking more questions, if working harder would mean that you guys 
will remain safe and unharmed then it will be worth it."<p> 

"But that would mean that we have less time to discuss Quidditch 
theories," Ron had said horrified, "or play games!" 

>"We'll still have time for that," Harry said soothingly before he 
had grinned a crooked smile, "I rather prefer winning the game after 
all. But I have decided to take this war a bit more 
seriously. "<p> 

Sometimes, she wondered if You-Know-Who had taken over her best 
friend. If the possession he had told her about hadn't caused a split 
personality inside of her best friend: one still acting as Harry 
Potter, and one acting more like she would have thought a dark lord 
to act like. But then he smiled at her. A genuine smile more 
confident than she was used to, but still meant just for her even 
though he acted like the personality that she deemed more like that 
of a dark lord. And she forced herself to stop thinking like that and 
just smiled back. 

* *oOoOoOo* * 

The brat had always been arrogant, strutting around like he owned the 
school. As if rules did not apply to him. But he had become even more 
arrogant . 

>He had believed that the death of the mutt would have shown the boy 
how flawed he truly was. He had believed that it would have brought 
the boy's ego back down to a manageable size. But it hadn't.<p> 

His marks had gotten higher in every class but his and that combined 
with his new title of _Chosen One_ seemed to have inflated the boy's 
ego to near impossible heights. The way he strutted around, the way 
he laughed and talked with his friends, his popularity; it all 
reminded him of another Potter with similar hair and a similar 
attitude . 

He planned to make sure to show the arrogant brat every time he could 
that he wasn't better than his classmates as soon as he could. That 
he was, in fact, beneath quite a few others simply because of the 
fact that he _couldn't_ use nonverbal spells. 

The boy had not been the first one to manage casting a non-verbal 
spell. Hell, he hadn't even cast a single spell during the entire 
lesson, while some of his classmates who had been raised in a purely 
wizarding family like Draco Malfoy or those who had a better grasp on 
the theory like the know-it-all Hermione Granger managed it before 
the end of the first hour. 

But the brat didn't seem deterred by his lack of casting. In fact, 
though he appeared somewhat annoyed at the fact that he had yet to 
cast anything, he also seemed to study the way his female friend 
silently forced his other friend's wand from his hand and caught it. 
If the boy had been anyone else he would have used the word 
'analysed', but even though his marks had become somewhat decent he 
was still just a lazy, arrogant child. 


He marched forward determinately , his cloak billowing dramatically 



behind him. It was time he actually taught the boy something. Both to 
proof the boy that he had to learn more to actually survive and to 
show him that his arrogance was dangerous. 

He drew his wand before he even reached the small group consisting of 
the three Gryffindors and quickly and quietly shot a stinging hex 
towards the Potter boy. The spell was aimed well and it hit the boy 
right where he had intended to hit him; on his right hand. The boy 
dropped his wand in shock, but immediately picked it up. 

The brat turned towards him, an annoyed look upon his arrogantly 
styled features which melted away into curiosity as he noticed who it 
had been that had hit him. 

>"Defend yourself!" he barked as he shot another hex towards 
him.<br>The boy's eyes narrowed slightly before he physically moved 
out of the way of the hex in an almost elegant, dancelike move. His 
lips pulled back into a ugly sneer as he sent another one towards 
him, and once again the brat moved out of its way in that odd way. 
Even three hexes sent over a larger area nearly at the same time were 
dodged easily. 

"Ten points from Gryffindor, " he snarled darkly as his hexes failed 
to land and the boy failed to cast even a single spell, "five extra 
point will be deducted for every time you fail to nonverbally cast a 
shield charm as a reaction to my spells. Five points will be deduced 
for every time my spell will tear through your shield charm, if your 
feeble concentrat ion attempts somehow manage to cast one. Do you 
understand? " 

"Yes, " the Potter brat simply responded, but something dark and 
unreadable gleamed inside those bright, green eyes. 

>"Sir, " he snapped. <br>"Though I appreciate the honorific, calling me 
sir is redundant, " the brat stated smoothly, and his lips turned up 
slightly in a very brief smile. 

It took him a couple of long seconds to pull himself together before 
he finally ground out, "five points from Gryffindor and detention 
tonight . " 

>He didn't even warn the insolent brat before he sent a nonverbal 
<em>Stupef y<em> towards him. 

He could feel his own eyes widen in muted surprise at the nonverbally 
cast shield that sprung up between them. The spell he had fired hit 
it, and was bounced right back at him. 

>The last thing he saw before everything turned black a€" courtesy of 
his own spell combined with the surprise at seeing the shield a€" was 
the victorious, vicious look of satisfaction in the brat's 
eyes . <p> 

* *oOoOoOo* * 

"Professor Snape told me you attacked him, " he told the boy sitting 
in front of him, his tone filled with the disappointment he felt, "he 
deducted fifty points and you'll serve detention with Argus Filch 
every night we don't have a meeting for the rest of this 
year . " 

Something flashed through the child's expressive green eyes before 
they became shaded and every emotion disappeared. And it was such a 
familiar expression on a face it did not belong. 



>"I see," he said, his face unreadable and his tone of voice devoid 
of any emotion. <p> 

He studied him from over the edge of his glasses, nearly desperate to 
find something that showed that he was not still possessed by a part 
of Voldemort. 

>"Before we continue where we stopped last time, " he said gently, "is 
there something you would like to tell me?"<br>He was pretty sure 
that, just like in Harry's second year, he wouldn't get a 
satisfactory response and the shake of the child's head showed how 
right he had been. 

"In that case I would like to show you this memory of Horace 
Slughorn, " he stated as he rose from his seat and made his way over 
towards the already prepared _Pensieve_, "after you." 

**oOo** 

He watched on in something he would normally have described as a mix 
of happiness and relieve and satisfaction and a whole other slew of 
emotions as the young Gryffindor dived gracefully towards the 
ground . 

He would have believed it to be impossible, but the simple joy of 
just flying around for the sake of flying seemed to have increased 
inside someone who was already known to enjoy flying immensely. 

He had noticed that young Harry Potter had become more withdrawn, 
more aloof, cooler, more secure and more confident in himself. He had 
also notice a couple of traits the boy hadn't had before. Arrogance, 
disdain, a certain lack of morals and rules, so much smarter than his 
peers that it set him apart, and a incredible dislike, distrust and 
disrespect for people in places of authority. Traits he had always 
noticed in one Tom Riddle. 

But Tom Riddle had never enjoyed flying. Neither for recreation, nor 
for competition. And Harry was enjoying his flying, very much so if 
the smile on his face and the happy, content sparkle in his eyes was 
any indication. 

No, he was no longer 100 percent certain that young Harry Potter had 
been taken over by the horcrux of one Tom Riddle. But something _had_ 
changed within the boy. He just hoped it wasn't anything that would 
hurt either the boy, his friends or anyone else latter 
on . 

* *oOoOoOo* * 

"Professor, I have a question and I would appreciate it if you could 
answer it truthfully, " he looked up from the work he had been marking 
in surprise. The last class of the day a€" the sixth year class with 
some of his favourite students of his current year of teaching, in 
fact a€" had ended a couple of minutes ago and he had believed that 
all of the students had left. But the young Gryffindor with green 
eyes the same colour of another favourite student of his a€" and why 
did she have to die? She had been so brilliant! a€" showed his 
mistake . 


"Mister Potter, of course, of course!" he answered cheerfully, but he 
couldn't help but feel dread at the piercing eyes that seemed to 



analyse his every movement, the child's looks, the way he was 
standing and talking and the way his mind worked. And though they 
were not carbon copies a€" their behaviour was different, the way 
they acted towards others was different a€" it reminded him too much 
of another, brilliant student some fifty years ago. One that had 
become the very reason he was once again teaching at Hogwarts. 

"How can I help you?" he added curiously, though he couldn't help the 
slightly weary tone. 

>"Like I mentioned, I have a question and I would appreciate it if 
you would let me finish and if you could give me a straight answer, " 
the boy stated firmly . <br>He opened his mouth to respond but the boy 
just smiled. In the end he just nodded. 

"Some fifty years ago one Tom Riddle came to you to ask about 
horcruxes, " Harry started, "you handed part of the memory showing 
that conversation to the headmaster. I do not care for the exact 
memory. Nor do I care for your response to Riddle's question." 

>He once again opened his mouth to refute what the Gryffindor was 
saying but he just cent inued . <p> 

"It is clear from the things Voldemort has said in my presence 
combined with some other arguments that Dumbledore believes that 
Voldemort has made more than one horcrux, " the boy stated, skilfully 
ignoring his flinch at the name, "what I want to know is rather 
simple. Did Riddle mention a number in his conversation with 
you? " 

Those green eyes stared imploringly at him and he could just stare at 
him. On the one hand he wanted to deny everything. To tell the 
Gryffindor to leave and to never ask him that ever again. But on the 
other hand, he wanted to ease his guilt. He no longer wanted to have 
to look over his shoulder out of fear. He wanted to _live_ again. 

He closed his eyes before he whispered softly, "yes." 

>He felt and heard the boy lean in.<br>"How many, sir?" he asked and 
he could hear the anticipation and the impatience in his tone. 

>"Seven, " he answered, even as he started to feel sick, "he asked 
something about seven horcruxes . "<p> 

He opened his eyes again, only to be met with two very green, very 
cold, analytic eyes. 

>"Seven, " the Gryffindor repeated, his tone as frigid as his 
eyes . <p> 

He shook his head and cleared his expression into something more 
friendly . 

>"Thank you, professor, for your help, " he said with a gentle a€" but 
obviously fake a€" smile, "I appreciate it."<p> 

He made his way towards the door and, just before he left, bowed 
shallowly towards him, leaving him alone with his guilt, his sense of 
dread and his fears. 

* *oOoOoOo* * 

He studied his best friend pensively as he chewed on his toast. Harry 
had been acting odd since the end of last year. He knew that Hermione 
thought he hadn't noticed a€" Harry probably thought the same thing 



a€" but he had. It was hard not to. 


It hadn't been his higher marks, or his changed attitude that had 
given it away. It hadn't even been the fact that he had won or kept 
winning games of chess against him. 

>No, it had been the way he had acted towards Ginny, Hermione and him 
that had shown that something had changed. That, and the fact that he 
had actively and successfully started to fight back against both 
Snape and the Slytherins . <p> 

Harry had always been nice and kind towards Ginny, no matter how odd 
his sister had acted around him. And he still acted pleasant towards 
her, but in a different way. 

>The same went for his behaviour towards Hermione and him. He no 
longer asked Hermione for help, he had actually told her that it was 
no longer needed. He was also no longer willing to indulge him with 
games of chess that always ended in his defeat a€" not even after 
that had turned around in Harry's favour a€" and he was no longer 
willing to discuss the Cannons with him for hours and hours. <p> 

He had become more distant, more studious, _different_. 

But the biggest sign had been his reaction to his Christmas gifts. He 
had thanked everyone politely but he had made no move to wear the new 
sweater his mum had made, he made no move to open his favourite type 
of candy and he made no move to use the prank items Fred and George 
had given him. 

And while he could believe that his change had something to do with 
his more serious take on life after his loss of Sirius, the fact that 
he had gotten more vicious and successfully stealthy in his attacks 
against the Slytherins, more competitive while playing games or 
competitions of any kind and acted just plain _dif f erent ly_ sometimes 
as if he were someone else entirely showed him that it was something 
else . 

"I've been wondering for a while," he stated after he had finally 
finished his toast, "but how do you dodge like that?" 

>"Hm?" Harry hummed questionably as he turned his attention towards 
him and lowered his copy of the <em>Daily Prophet<em>, folding it 
neatly and placing it into his bag, "what do you mean?" 

>"That dodging thing you do during duels and the like, how do you'd 
that?" he repeated his question, "it almost seems like you are 
dancing or something . "<br>"Ah, that," his best friend stated with a 
small smile, "it is rather easy actually. Most people have certain 
ways of moving before they cast a spell or attack someone physically. 
All you have to do is notice that small movement so you know which 
way to move to dodge an attack. And that dancelike aspect comes from 
the fact that I have taken up capoeira after it had beena€ 1 Ah, 
suggested to me by someone I used to know." 

He blinked in confusion at that answer, even as he noticed that 
Hermione had lowered her own book a€" some thick thing about 
something he would never read. 

>"You can dodge bludgers fired at you by the beaters, right?" Harry 
asked with a soft sigh as he rested his head onto a single hand in a 
way that looked almost elegant a€" he wrinkled his nose at his own 
choice of words, "it is the same principle. You notice the beater 
hitting the bludger in such a way that it is heading towards you. 
Though it is rather fast, because you saw the beater hit the bludger 



you know which way to dodge. "<p> 


His eyes grew wider as he realised what his friend meant. 

>"So you just look at the mo-, " he started but he was interrupted 
rather rudely. <p> 

"Ready to loose, Pothead?" Malfoy asked from just behind them and he 
turned towards the three Slytherin boys. Crabbe and Goyle had barely 
changed, but Malfoy had become more pale, thinner and less arrogant 
during the year. He had become near depressed, less _sure_ of himself 
even. Dark smudges had become visible underneath his eyes and he no 
longer bothered them as often and even he could see that something 
was going on with the newest Death Eater. 

"I should be asking you that," Harry told the annoying blond, and he 
shot the Slytherin a sharp grin. 

>"You wish!" Malfoy stated with a snort before he turned around and 
walked away . <br>They watched him walk away for a bit before Harry 
suddenly called out. 

"Oh, and Malfoy, " he called towards the Slytherin who was about a 
quarter length of the table away from them. Malfoy turned back 
towards them. 

>"Girls do not normally walk with steps that big or with such a 
bounce, it would show private parts that they rather not share, " 

Harry stated loud enough for Malfoy and all individuals surrounding 
them to hear, "you might want to take that into consideration for the 
next time."<p> 

He watched in satisfaction as Malfoy paled even further, though he 
was also confused as to why his friend referred to the other boy as a 
_girl_. 

* *oOoOoOo* * 

Sometimes he missed his Death Note. It would have made some things so 
very, very easy. After all, all he would have had to do was write one 
single name and the world would forever be free of one dark lord who 
had named himself Voldemort. As if someone like him could fly away 
from death. 

It would have been _deliciously_ ironic. He would even have taken the 
time to truly make the man fly. Maybe from a high tower. Or a bridge. 
Something dramatic and public and moreover: somewhere extremely 
visible . 

But he no longer had his Death Note and though he missed it from time 
to time he was also very glad that he no longer had to deal with 
bored Shinigami like Ryuk . Or Rem and her clinginess to Misa. 

>Not that he was one that should complain about being bored. His 
boredom had led him to become Kira after all.<p> 

But he was no longer bored. Being Harry Potter, being a _wizard_ had 
brought many opportunities. Especially as Harry Potter had never 
truly had the will to research anything beyond what was absolutely 
necessary . 

Harry Potter had been far from stupid, just lazy, and though he no 
longer could be counted as a genius, he did have the memories and 
pride of one Raito Yagami. And it was that pride that had forced him 



to become smarter, better and faster with comprehending the material 
taught. It also meant that he could often be found in the library 
reading one book or another a€" not always in plain, old English a€" 
or working on some kind of spell or another. 

But most of all, he loved flying. He had already loved flying as 
Harry Potter, but Raito Yagami had once almost wistfully told Ryuk 
that he would have loved to fly. He would have given half his life 
for wings. And now he could fly with just the help of a simple broom. 
Or a spell that he had yet to find. 

But neither his new found ability to learn or his love for flying 
would help him with the Voldemort-problem . Nor would it cause the 
Death Eaters to drop dead with just the use of a pen and a piece of 
specific paper. 

Maybe it was time to once again become Kira. The British wizarding 
community all but begged him to do so. Maybe it truly was time for 
him to become the cold-hearted murderer L had once accused him of 
being . 

He closed his green eyes in something similar to pain. He actually 
missed L, the first L. Though they had often fought or disagreed he 
had seen him as something of a friend. L had seen the true him, the 
less-than-perf ect part he had always kept hidden. And he and L had 
been intellectually so very close to each other. L had had more 
experience and he had been more analytic, more logical while he had 
been more social, more emotional but they both had been so very 
smart. And though Near might have won, he would never be close to 
either L's or his own level. 

Not that he didn't care for his current friends, because he did and 
he would gladly give his own life for them. Had almost done so 
multiple times when he had just been Harry Potter, in fact, and just 
because he had also become Raito Yagami did not mean that that would 
change . 

>But L had been an entire different category on his own in which 
Raito had fit easily and even Hermione, who was one of the most 
brilliant students of their generation, could not compete with either 
L, Raito or even Near, Mello or Matt. She might, in a couple of years 
and with his help, but not now.<p> 

L had been the one person who had cured his boredom for the time 
being a€" like being Kira had, like being L had, like half-heartedly 
working against Near had a€" but he had been in his way and therefore 
had to go. Just like Voldemort a€" who actually sounded like a person 
who he would have adored to pick his brain a€" had to go. 

It was just the way it was. That was just Kira's way. And he was 
Kira . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxem>l hope you guys enjoyed this first chapter. The second 
chapter is nearly finished and will be posted in a couple of days a 
week max._ 

_Reviews are as always appreciated ._ 


Marwana 



2 . Chapter 2 


_This chapter is entirely in the POV of Draco Malfoy as you will 
notice. It might contain some mistakes as I'm simply too exhausted to 
notice them all._ 

_* *Summary : * * Voldemort ' s possession had done more than just cause 
both of them pain. It had unleashed something not dissimilar to 
Voldemort: Kira. But would Kira be the same if one were to combine 
Harry Potter with Raito Yagami? a Raito-is-Harry story with a 
twist ._ 

_* *Disclaimer : * * as always, I don't own the rights. _ 

_En joy !_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>He slowly made his way towards the edge of the Astronomy tower, 
easily bypassing his crazed aunt, the potion master turned Defence 
teacher who hadn't hesitated to kill his own employer and the other 
Death Eaters that had followed them up onto the tower. He stared down 
at the wrecked, crumbled remains of what had once been one of the 
greatest wizards alive. He could smell fire and even death on the 
wind that softly rustled his hair but he ignored it all in favour of 
the relief he felt.<p> 

It was over. After a year of stress, of being afraid, of being tired. 
It was finally, _finally_ over. Albus Dumbledore was dead. And though 
he feared the Dark Lord's punishment for not being the one to 
actually cast the spell that killed the old headmaster a€" he 
shuddered in disgust, despair and some other unnameable emotions at 
the very thought of having to kill someone a€" he was still relieved 
to know that his parents were safe for the time being. 

He would have sagged down in sheer exhaustion and in sheer relief had 
it not been for the strong hand placed strategically between his 
shoulder blades. 

>"Let us go, " his head of house said sternly, "the Dark Lord would 
want to know that your plan has succeeded. "<p> 

Bellatrix protested loudly but he was too weary to truly comprehend 
what she was saying and just obeyed the hand that pulled him firmly 
towards the entrance by his collar. He had no doubt that it had 
something to do with death, destruction and torture. He could not 
bring himself to care. 

"_Expelliarmus_, " the spell came from somewhere slightly below them 
and he felt his wand pulled out of his hand and towards whomever had 
cast the spell. The voice had been familiar, but the bored way it had 
sounded, the very tone in which it had spoken, hadn't been. 

He whirled around as quick as he could towards the place the voice 
had come from as adrenalin raced through his veins and his tiredness 
made way for a fight-or-f light kind of energy. He absently noted that 
Snape, his aunt and the other Death Eaters had done the same, and had 
already pointed their wands towards the one who had forcefully taken 
his wand. 



He was only mildly surprised to see Harry Potter standing there, 
right between them and the exit of the tower. The Gryffindor had 
always found a way to stick his nose into things that did not concern 
him, after all. However the confident way he was standing was 
different. His back was straight and his head held high. He seemed 
taller and more present than ever, even though he was easily the 
smallest person on the tower. There was a certain arrogance present 
in the way he held himself, as if he knew that he was better than 
them and wasn't afraid to show it. The ease in which he bore the fact 
that wands held by dangerous people were pointed towards him and the 
serenity on his face were also a surprise. He couldn't see his eyes 
very well as they were partially hidden by his shaggy nest called 
hair and his dorky glasses and his gaze was turned downwards but he 
had a feeling that they were _off_. 

They watched as his schoolyard rival tucked away his own wand and 
curiously studied the wand he had stolen from him. The Death Eaters 
were extremely weary of _attacking_ the other boy. Their Lord had 
specifically warned them against it as only _he_ had the right to 
hurt the Gryffindor and even Bellatrix was cautious enough not to go 
against a direct order like that. The threat of horrendous pain 
easily cutting through their somewhat crazed minds. 

"Good evening, " Potter said pleasantly as he finally turned his 
attention towards them, those green eyes as serene as his face and 
showing absolutely nothing. Even he, as a Slytherin, hadn't seen a 
mask as well created as the one the other boy was currently wearing 
before . 

"Potter," Snape stated almost wearily. Something was not right. 
Potter's temper was legendary, he was normally rude and curt with 
those he deemed his opponent and he _hated_ all of the people 
currently standing in front of him. Something was very, very _wrong_. 
Even Bellatrix seemed to have grasped onto that if her silence was 
any indication. 

"Snape, Malfoy, Lestrange, Yaxley, Greyback, " the boy greeted them 
with a polite smile before he shrugged almost sheepishly and stated, 
"I would acknowledge the rest of you as well, but a lack of knowledge 
of your names makes that slightly difficult." 

>He could admit that he was starting to freak out at the other boy's 
odd behaviour, though he made sure that he did not show it . <p> 

Snape opened his mouth again a€" no doubt to question the boy a€" but 
Bellatrix was faster. 

>"Is itty bitty Potter going to attack us?" she simpered childishly, 
"is he going to avenge his beloved <em>Sirius<em>? Or Dumbledore?" 

>"I do not see why I should," he told her mildly as he cocked his 
head, "revenge just shows that someone feels the need to ascertain 
his or her social dominance over others. Psychologically speaking, 
revenge also makes one feel far worse than if one does not get the 
change the punish the wrongdoer. So why should I risk my own mental 
health for two adults who should be able to take care of their own 
wellbeing but failed to do so?"<p> 

It was not just the more brawny Death Eaters that blinked in 
confusion at his words, though he had no doubt that the words and 
their meaning meant nothing to the more brainless of their Lord's 



minions. It was the way in which he had spoken that had confused the 
smarter members of their current group. 

>The wand the boy had taken was still hanging limply by his side, his 
posture was completely relaxed and his expression was still one of 
serenity. He seemed to honestly believe every word he had said, even 
though it was the complete opposite of how he had acted 
before . <p> 

"Get out of our way, " Greyback snarled suddenly, his dog-like 
behaviour easily broke the uncomfortable stalemate they had reached. 
It was quite apparent that he was fed up with the almost civil 
conversation and hadn't understood a word of what the boy had said. 
That, and he just didn't have any manners whatsoever to speak of. The 
werewolf bared his teeth in a clear threat in an attempt to 
intimidate the boy to move. But Potter just looked at him mildly. 

>"No, " he responded easily even as he smiled at him as if he wasn't 
the most intimidating or abhorrent thing he had ever seen. And though 
the serenity remained, something had changed. Those green eyes had 
become sharp, calculating and dangerous . <p> 

Greyback had never been known for being patient. Or smart. And he 
showed it once again by physically launching himself towards the 
other teenager. He physically turned away so he wouldn't have to see 
the blood that would no doubt be drawn from the slightly smaller 
Gryffindor. He had seen enough death for the day. Because no matter 
how capable the Gryffindor might have been, he was still only a 
student up against a deadly and bloodthirsty a€" even for his kind 
a€" werewolf. 

It was over quickly, as he had assumed, but to his surprise it wasn't 
a heavily wounded Harry Potter who flew into his vision. He had heard 
no incantation, nor had he seen any light that indicated a spell 
being cast. But a spell had to have been cast as the next thing he 
knew was that blood and pieces of flesh and bone covered them all 
even as the still living body of one Fenrir Greyback slammed 
violently into the battlement of the tower with enough force to break 
part of it off. His body hit the ground with a noticeable sound as he 
was crushed by the broken stones only seconds later. It was quite 
clear that he hadn't survived his impromptu flying lesson. 

His stomach rebelled almost immediately and the small bites of dinner 
he had managed to eat hours ago were forced out of his stomach rather 
violently. He dry-heaved a couple of more times before he finally 
felt well enough to straighten himself up and look towards the one 
who had caused him to lose his dignity in such a way. 

Potter's face was twisted slightly into a sneer of disgust, but he 
easily flicked his wand to clean himself and straighten his clothing. 
His face once again became a mask of polite serenity once he had 
cleaned himself up. He didn't look sick, disgusted or disturbed with 
the fact that he had just been covered in what had once been the 
remains of a humanoid being. Nor did he seem disturbed by the fact 
that he had just killed someone. In fact, he seemed almost bored. As 
if _murdering_ someone was something he had done often enough that it 
no longer bothered him. As if being covered in blood and 
who-knows-what-else was beneath his notice. 

"I am going to remain right here until either the Order or the aurors 
arrive, " he stated in clear boredom as he finally turned his 



attention once again onto them, "any attempt made to get past me will 
end in your incapacitat ion or death at my hands." 

>He suddenly smirked in amusement, "or wand, in this 
case . "<p> 

Normally, he would have snorted in derision, or he would have at 
least sneered at the words. But the matter of fact tone in which it 
had been stated, the very gleam in those green eyes and the fact that 
the other teenager had just blasted someone off the tower made him 
almost afraid. The fact that he had not once flinched while in their 
presence a€" not even when he had been covered in blood and guts and 
bone a€" hadn't helped either. Whoever this was, this was _not_ the 
Harry Potter he had spent the last six year in classes with. 

"Who are you?" Snape asked. It was clear that he had figured it out 
as well. 

>"Why, I am Harry Potter of course, " the boy answered in surprise and 
with a surprised blink of confusion but it was clear that it was just 
another mask, "who else should I be?"<br>He didn't doubt for even a 
second that the boy was lying. Potter had never been a good actor. 

Nor was he as ruthless as this person was. 

"_Crucio_, " Bellatrix suddenly shrieked out and he could only watch 
in fascination as the curse made its way towards the still relaxed 
person in front of them. It appeared that the fact that they had 
questioned the other male's identity had somehow confirmed in her 
mind that he was in fact not Harry Potter at all. And therefore he 
was just another victim she could play with. 

>The others, he could see, were not quite so sure and not half as 
spell-happy as his crazed aunt and just hung back. They were also 
more weary of their Lord's reaction in case it truly <em>was<em> 

Harry Potter they were currently dealing with. 

But the boy twisted out of the way easily and gracefully in such a 
way he hadn't even known a human could move a€" it reminded him of 
that one Defence against the Dark Arts lesson with Snape in which he 
had ducked nearly all the curses before he had cast a shield that had 
knocked Snape out a€" before he flung his own spell towards the 
crazed woman. 

It was not a spell he had ever heard before a€" he even doubted that 
it was Latin a€" and it seemed that he was not the only one that 
hadn't heard of it before as Bellatrix let the yellowish spell hit 
her . 

>She was encircled in a brief flair of yellow light before the glare 
disappeared and his aunt was once again fully visible. Nothing had 
happened nor did anything happen. <p> 

His aunt cackled loudly and once again readied herself to fire 
another no-doubt painful or deadly spell towards the imposter. He 
could hear the first words of what sounded like a particularly nasty 
_dark_ curse when she stopped herself and used her free hand to rub 
at her chest, just above the spot where her heart was located. It was 
so out of character for her to not cast something even when she was 
truly hurt that everyone turned their attention towards her. 
Apparently, the spell _had_ done something to her after 
all . 

"_Tempus_, " Potter cast lazily as he studied the dark witch who had 
started to grimace in pain as she slowly tilted forward in 



satisfaction and fascination, "in case you were wondering what 
exactly I cast and what is happening to you: you are currently having 
what is often described as a heart attack. The curse I cast is slowly 
removing the oxygen in the veins that provide your heart with blood. 

I changed it slightly so that you have precisely forty seconds to 
live once hit with that spell. In the regular version of this curse 
all oxygen was immediately removed from the blood, which caused one 
to die in less than fifteen seconds as the brain is forced to shut 
down and the lungs and heart stop working almost immediately. One 
could describe the original spell as being more merciful, but I 
prefer this version." 

The sound of a wand clattering on the ground echoed loudly on the 
eerily silent tower as she hunched fully over in pain. Her breaths 
came out in pained pants and gasps and it didn't take long before his 
aunt collapsed forward as the pain seemed to become too much. She 
stopped moving and breathing not long after. 

"Forty seconds seemed more _appropriate_, especially if one were to 
regard the circumstances , " the Gryffindor looked almost nostalgic as 
he looked down upon her before he cancelled the _Tempus_, "goodbye, 
Bellatrix Lestrange." 

"You killed her," he heard himself say faintly, "just like that." 

>"Yes, I did, " Potter answered easily with a lazy shrug, "in a 
perfect world she would have been given the death penalty, or the 
kiss in this case, years ago. But this world is <em>rotten<em> . 

Rotten to the core, in fact. So someone has to stand up and act, even 
though it makes him or her a worse killer than the ones he or she 
relieves of their task. And I seem to be the only one capable of the 
task, even though I no longer have a way to punish those with divine 
retribution like I had before." 

The Death Eaters surrounding them grew restless. Most of them were 
murderers of some kind and whoever this person was he didn't seem to 
fear getting his hands dirty. 

>"<em>Legilimency<em>, " Snape intoned from next to him, his voice as 
deadpan, sure and cool as always and he couldn't help but admire him 
immensely, even though he knew that this was the same man that could 
look the Dark Lord in the eye without flinching. 

The boy let the spell hit him, it didn't take a genius to know that 
he could have easily dodged it if his actions this past year had 
showed him anything. But he was arrogant and he didn't seem to see 
them as a threat . 

>They watched on as Snape maintained the contact. And they watched on 
as he started to shiver slightly before he broke the 
contact . <p> 

"Minds are not like books, " the Gryffindor stated almost mockingly, 
"they are not something that can be read easily." 

>"Who is Kira?" Snape asked, and even to him it sounded like a 
diversion . <br>" I am," the boy a€" Kira? a€" said with the same lazy 
shrug as before as he started to twirl the wand between his fingers, 
"or I was. But if it makes it easier you can refer to me with that 
name. I have had a lot of names and titles over the years, this is 
just one of them." 

"I rather not," the potion master said almost stiffly. 



>"Harry Potter will do if <em>Kira<em> is not to your liking, " he 
said with another elegant shrug, a smirk was forming around that 
mouth even as his eyes flashed almost maliciously behind his glasses, 
"or Yagami Raito. Or even L. Names are just titles we gain during our 
life and which we make our own. But I am as much Harry Potter as I am 
any of the other aforementioned names or titles." 

He stared at the male in front of them in something akin to 
incomprehension. Or confusion. Both worked in this situation. 

"How many?" Snape bit out not long after. He seemed to have gone even 
more pale than he already was and his eyes were narrowed in an 
unreadable emotion. 

>"You will have to be a bit more detailed than that, " he said, "how 
many what? Names? Friends? Girlfriends? Pets? Siblings?"<br>"How many 
did you murder?" Snape nearly snarled, nearly because Snape did not 
snarl. His words became just more to the point and more 
snipingly . 

"I did not murder anyone," the individual in front of them stated 
dryly, "murder means that someone planned the death of another before 
the actual act took place. Taking a knife along with you when you 
visit someone with the intention to end that individual's suffering 
versus picking up a knife when you are somewhere and ending someone 
life on a whim. The timing is different between a murderer and a 
serial killer. A murderer enjoys the death for some reason or 
another. A serial killer does not. A serial killer sees every death 
as a singular event, while a murderer somehow connects the multiple 
deaths. There is also a matter of time. A serial killer has a time of 
rest between deaths, while a murderer kills at random." 

>The Death Eaters shared glances. <p> 

"No, " the boy continued with a cruel smile on his face and a manic 
gleam in his eyes, "if you want to be politically correct, I am a 
serial killer. I did plan every single death I caused but I did not 
enjoy a single one of them. They were just a means to an end." 

"How many, " Yaxley growled out, the first thing he had said since the 
appearance of the brat. 

>"Approximately one hundred and twenty four thousand nine hundred and 
twenty five, " the boy said with an almost angelic smile which quickly 
made way for a sharp, lethal smirk, "give and take a handful. 
Sometimes, the pen truly is mightier than the sword. "<p> 

They physically stumbled back, completely flabbergasted. Even the 
most hardy of Death Eaters didn't gain such a number. Not even their 
Lord had caused such a death toll. 

>"Though I do admit that I can count the people who I have actually 
murdered while I was near on two hands, " the boy, no the 
<em>killer<em> said lazily. 

"Why tell us?" he managed to get out. 

>"Why?" Potter repeated with an almost crazed glint in those sharp 
eyes, "for two simple reasons. Eirstly, because it shows that I am 
serious about the fact that I will kill you if you even consider 
running. And secondly, because it has been quite a while since I have 
had any mental or physical stimulation and I actually hope that one 
of you becomes desperate enough to attack me."<p> 

"So tell me, " he continued with an almost predatory smirk, "are you 



going to surrender, or are we going to fight?" 

**o0o** 

He had no idea how much time had gone by when voices suddenly came 
from behind the murderer in front of them. 

>Only two others had been foolish a€" or desperate a€" enough to 
attack the seemingly young male in front of them and they had both 
paid for their actions with their lives. Courtesy once again of that 
odd yellow spell that had killed his aunt . <p> 

Everyone present turned their attention towards the stairs behind 
their would-be killer but the sharp sound of wood snapping forces 
their attention back onto said would-be killer. Potter has once again 
drawn his own holly wand and had snapped _his_ wand. The two pieces 
of wand are held into his left hand and he can't help but stiffen as 
he focused completely on the remains of what had once been a loyal 
wand. He watched in something that could be described as sadness as 
the other male casually tossed the two pieces over the battlements 
until they disappeared out of sight. 

It was as if a change came over the other with the disappearance of 
the wand that had easily killed four others. His aloof, smooth and 
almost bored expression morphed into a hateful glare and his mouth 
moved into an ugly snarl. His eyes lost the boredom and gained an 
angry, revengeful glint. The muscles of the hand holding the wand 
stiffened until the wand was held in a firm, almost painful grip. And 
he seemed smaller, less present, less intimidating, less 
_dangerous_. 

The angelic mask of the killer had once again changed into the 
familiar face of the famous Harry Potter whose nasty temper if 
provoked was legendary. He would have respected the ease with which 
the boy could change had he not used it to hide a murderer worse than 
even their Lord. 

He felt himself relaxing as the voices a€" weary, tired and angry all 
mixed together but always safer than the angelic, honey-voiced killer 
in front of them, even if he no longer had the wand he had used to 
kill a€" came closer and closer until the individuals to which the 
voices belonged to appeared. 

They were all sympathisers of Dumbledore as far as he could see and 
not Death Eaters a€" something for which he was more than grateful as 
he was sick and tired of death a€" and he couldn't help but sag in 
relief. With the presence of the boy's allies came the certainty that 
he would not kill them. 

"Harry!" the werewolf that had taught them in their third year 
exclaimed relieved, "we were worried about you when we couldn't find 
you. Hermione and Ron mentioned that you left with Dumbledorea€ 1 " 

>He trailed of as he noticed the dark look on the boy's face and the 
fact that he held the others a€" all Death Eaters a€" at wand 
point . <p> 

"Dumbledore is dead. Snape, " he spat the name with more venom than 
should be possible, "he killed him." 

>The newcomers turned towards the dark-haired potion master and he 
could easily see the betrayal and hatred in their eyes.<p> 



"Take them away, " a dark-skinned male wearing the most ridiculous 
purple garments stated in a soothing baritone, "the presence of a 
mark on their arm will be enough to get them into Azkaban." 

>He felt the other Death Eaters raise their wands but a single flash 
of calculating darkness inside the green eyes of the one who had held 
them at wand point for the last minutes a€" hours? a€" made them 
lower their wands again. <p> 

Azkaban and a possibility to once again regain freedom at the hands 
of the Dark Lord was kinder than a certain death at the hands of the 
hidden mass serial killer in front of them. And he had no doubt that 
the younger male knew or had created spells that would end with their 
death some way or another if they did not go with the aurors 
peacefully . 

The aurors approached them warily and took their wands away a€" they 

looked at him oddly as soon as he had coolly told them that he no 

longer had his wand a€" before they forced them into magic-binding 
handcuffs and forced them towards the entrance one by one. Potter 
finally lowered his wand and he finally felt himself relax 
completely . 

"Ron and Hermione, the others" the young Gryffindor started in a tone 
that sounded worried, "are they alright?" 

>"They have some scratches, " the werewolf stated gently, "and not 
everyone of the Order made it out in one piece, but no one has 
died. "<br>"Except for Dumbledore, " Potter stated bitterly as he 
glared at the way Snape had gone before he too relaxed his grip on 

his wand, "but I'm glad everyone is mostly fine." 

It was distorting how genuine the boy sounded. Had he truly been as 
worried as he sounded or was it just another mask? He was quite sure 
that he was not in fact bitter of the fact that the headmaster was 
dead. He had after all told them that revenge was just a waste of 
time and energy, why should feeling bitter about it be any different? 
And if he wasn't feeling bitter, was he truly worried about his 
friends a€" were they even his friends? a€" or was he just 
acting? 

He was one of the last ones to be forced away a€" the fact that he 
was a student and wandless made them hesitate. But he did hear the 
question he had hoped they would ask and the answer the murderer 
gave . 

"What happened to Lestrange and the other two?" one of the newcomers 
asked somewhat disturbed. 

>"They were in pain, " the Gryffindor said with a shrug, "and then 
they just dropped dead. I didn't cast anything with this wand that 
could have caused it."<p> 

He laughed bitterly, even as he was forced away from the mass serial 
killer who had caused them to 'just drop dead' and managed to omit 
the fact that he was the one who had killed them. 

Eor the first time he truly feared for the future for the entire 
wizarding world. Dumbledore a€" the ultimate beacon of light and hope 
a€" had been killed, and now the world would be split into two camps. 
One followed a well-known Dark Lord, a murderer and someone who 
wanted to rule the world. The other camp followed the new beacon of 



hope, a mass serial killer in hiding who had murdered more people 
than the Dark Lord could even consider to murder and who wanted to 
remove everyone he deemed a cause of a world that was in his eyes 
_rott ing_. 

Both were ruthless and both wouldn't hesitate to _kill_ everyone in 
their way to their ultimate goal. 

>The world was doomed either way.<p> 

•:k ^ ^ 


><pXem>Next up is year seven, though it is likely that it'll appear 
at the end of June or the start of July.<em> 

_Reviews are as always appreciated 

_~Marwana_ 


End 
f lie . 



